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"Hey, thanks again for agreeing to this," Stewart said as he edged a box off of a shelf over his head. 

"That's a weird way to put it," replied Taylor. "What have | gotten myself into this time, Stew?" 

"I told you, didn't |? H's just kind of tedious work, sitting at a computer and watching someone else's life 
through their eyes." He handed Taylor a taped-up cardboard box with ‘June 8I-Nov 8I scrawled on the side in 
marker. "You remember how to load the projector, right?" 

Taylor nodded. "I don't get it. You said you finished your film, which you made with all these reels, which you 
had to review and, y'know, actually film back in the day--" 

"So?" 

"--so0 why do you need me, or anyone, really, to go through them at all?" 

Stewart pulled another box down. "It's been thirty years. | don't remember every single interaction or random 


event | stuck my camera at. Besides, for the film | already had a rough idea of which reels to find and edit 


down. The rest of these are unlabelled, and | need to organize them. Helps to have another set of eyes, 


because | think I'd go crazy sitting through five years’ worth of film on my own" 
"Alright," Taylor shrugged. "You said the other projector was in the guest room?" 


"Only other place | could put a screen up." 


"Right. Anyway, you're, uh, welcome." Taylor ducked out of the closet with a smile. 


Right. Okay. He dropped the box on the bed in the guest room, the film containers rattling. The screen was flat 
against the wall, the projector plugged in, and he had nowhere to be for the rest of the afternoon. He loaded 


the first reel in the box and sat back, mentally preparing for however many hours he'd be there. 


The reel opened on a spanse of beige, which panned down to face Stewart himself. Young, shaggy blond Stewart. 
Taylor found himself on the verge of something like a blush at the sight. In the film, Stewart smiled, then pan- 
whipped to his right to show the view from a hotel window. The sky was brilliant Kodachrome blue, covered 


only by the bare tops of nearby buildings. 


"Apparently, we're big enough to warrant frickin’ penthouse rooms now," narrated Stewart from behind the 
camera, "Sting's next door. | think he invited Fleetwood Mac and had a party without me last night. Or Andy." He 
panned to the left, showing off a made but wrinkled bed, a low coffee table, two tastefully orange armchairs. 
"Would explain the noise, anyway. | could just live here, for all | care. | think the rate's only, what, $120 a night? 
| could get away with it, what with my lucrative salary." Pan to a decent-sized kitchenette. "| mean, if this is 


my room, I'm clearly getting paid well. Or maybe Miles is squandering the cash again" 


Taylor smirked at the other man's banter. It was relatable to him, in the most first-world way possible. The 
night you graduate from single room to single room with all the stops is the night you know you've really 


made it. He saw his own excitement mirrored in Stewart's dry commentary. 


The remaining seventeen minutes of the reel werent as interesting. Banter, backstage, back of the tour bus, et 
cetera. When the screen flickered to black and the projector made an unsavory sound, Taylor wrote a 


summary of the reel in a notebook Stewart gave him, rewound the film, and replaced it with the next reel. 


The second reel began with a blurry flash, then steadied to a darkened hallway with bright color at its end. 
Ahead of the camera was Sting, holding tight to the neck of his bass as he ran down the hall. The drone of a 
crowd slowly rose to a roar as they came out of the darkness and onto the mirrorball of a dazzlingly lit stage. 
Stewart ran back towards his kit, first person becoming third as he mounted it to a tripod just behind himself. 


Taylor recognized the visual--Stewart had mentioned and even showed him a segment that made it to the final 
cut of the film where he'd done the same, only that time with a small mic and a bit of narration for the 
camera. This time, it was just a single smirking glance back before he whipped around to catch sight of Sting 


and launch into "Next To You." 


Taylor leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees as he watched Stewart with a mesmerised stare. He 
was gorgeous enough in action -- No, that sounds weird, Taylor thought -- he was handsome enough from the 
front, but from this angle Taylor could see the long expanse of his back and shoulders, the way he flexed and 
worked himself to stay on time. Every move was so controlled, so exact to the slightest degree. There was 


power behind every flick of his wrist, hand so strong, calloused, muscles tense and sweaty-- 


Taylor forced himself to look away for a moment. That damn childhood crush coming back to hit him now of all 
times. It was bad enough that Stew considered him a friend now, someone worthy of taking out to shows and 
the adult equivalent of hanging out. Taylor felt a sudden twinge of guilt, mentally shaming himself for 
practically taking advantage of the guy because he had the hots for him. And now here he was, staring so 
fondly at a version of the man which had faded into the past, memories of posters and late-night jerkoff 


sessions, of the secret desires he held for someone who would never know his name, all flooding back to him. 


Onscreen, "Driven To Tears" became "On Any Other Day," Stewart tilting his head up to the overhead mic to 
harmonize with Sting. The voice resonated in Taylor's head like a ringing echo; he savored every word the man 
sang, spoke, reveled in every syllable that emerged from his lips. Lips he'd like to kiss. No, Goa, don't think 
about that. Just think about him... platonically. Like he is now, and probably will be forever. 


At least that feeling was clearly mutual. Stewart clearly saw him as more than a good acquaintance, given his 
clear trust to let Taylor into the files of his life. Taylor accepted the relationship, though his... desires always 
moved to the forefront of his mind the moment he caught a glimpse of Stewart's profile. Maybe he didn't 
need to be so hard on himself--if he'd told himself fifteen years ago that he'd actually spoken to Stewart 
Fuckin’ Copeland, ana that the guy admired him as much as he did, fifteen-years-younger Taylor would have 
dropped dead on the spot. 


But the thoughts nagged at him, forced the guilt back up and into his psyche. He knew at some point or 
another he'd either come clean or just make hidden desires so accidentally obvious that Stewart would finally 
catch the hint. And then.. Taylor didn't know. He hopea that that would be the moment Stewart grabbed him 
by the waist and pushed him against a wall, lips against his, one arm snaking up Taylor's chest and clutching at 
the hem of his shirt; the more realistic hypothetical was that he'd get a "Don't worry about it, you aren't the 


first," or "Who doesn't?" or worse, no reaction, because Stewart would cease communication afterwards. 


Well, maybe that was a little too far to take it. But at the very least, Taylor feared a schism of sorts forming 


in their relationship, like how it happened with -- he almost didn't want to remember it -- with Dave. 


He forced his eyes back up to the screen. Another song ended -- he didn't recognize which; the tunes had long 
since turned to static in his head -- strains of cymbals dying down to the low static buzz of the crowd. In one 
move, Stewart tucked one leg under his drum stool, swiveled around, and mugged for the camera. It was a 

second, maybe twenty-four frames of a face that wasn't intended for anyone, but in that moment, Taylor felt 


like Stewart was smiling for him, and him alone, like he saw through the years and straight into Taylor's eyes. 


Taylor smiled, for himself. 


He let the music reenter his head, air-drumming along every now and again as he sat through the remainder 
of the concert tape. The band got through six or seven more numbers before the tape went black 
unexpectedly, right in the middle of a lengthy Sting solo. Served him right. Taylor switched out the reels and 
settled in for Stewart's Life, Episode 3. 


This one opened on what was probably a hotel bedroom: a single King, done up with four pillows and a nice 
cover, dominated most of the frame. Stewart emerged from stage left, followed closely by Sting. He was 
shirtless, Stewart wasn't. Sting pressed Stewart against one wall, one thigh in between the other man's legs. His 
hands caressed Stewart's back, feeling him up and slipping his shirt off. 


Taylor went completely red in the face, unable to tear his eyes from the sight. Stewart's lean, muscled body 
against Sting's broader frame. Hands on each other's backs, thighs, Sting putting his arms around Stew's waist, 


and... 


Oh. 


Oh 


That's-- that's his ass-- and... 


Oh god, he's really turned on. 


Taylor ejected the reel before the two figures in the film could hit the bed. His mind was racing with thoughts 
wild and impure, curses for having seen that at all. Goa Heart racing, he tried to push the thoughts out, just 
think of something other than the drummer and singer of the goddamn Police naked and about to do it. 
Something other than how well he saw himself in that vision, saw himself under Stewart, his for the taking... 


The reel clattered in the box. Taylor needed air, smoke, something else other than that man. He stepped out 
quietly, reorienting himself in the halls of Stewarts house. The door of Stewart's office was open slightly; faint 
strains of other reels of his life echoed in the hallway. Taylor snuck past and to the back desk, and lit a 


cigarette for himself. 


His pants, tight at the crotch just a minute ago, loosened slightly as he stood, breathed How was he supposed 
to explain this? Talk about a friendship ruiner. If Taylor had feared manipulation before, the thoughts were 
replaced with fears of violation; by no means was anyone, save the two men depicted, meant to see that 
footage. He felt gross, unendingly gross, not just for seeing it but for the fantasies it created. Beyond that, the 


knowledge of that secret love affair was one he now bore an unwilling responsibility to keep. 


All this for wanting to help a friend. 


Taylor took one last drag and crushed the bud under his shoe. Perhaps he'd come clean, when his confidence 
returned and he'd known Stewart a little longer. Now, certainly, was not that time. He had to build that trust 
like he had with Dave, kindle something between them that wasn't just starstruck fanboying. Reach inside and 
figure out if what he wanted matched what he felt, or if he just wanted Stewart to be a replacement, a warm 


body. 


A thought emerged Though he felt hesitant to do so, given the rush of sex desire it had just given him, 
Taylor went back to watch the rest of the reels. Do as he was asked, create that trust. He could keep it in his 
pants, right? He'd only done it for the last however long it'd been since they met. He could handle himself, as 


long as there weren't any more.. tapes of that variety. 


Its what a friend would do. 


HHHH 


"So?" Stewart took a swig of beer and leaned back. "What do you think of my life?" 


Taylor shrugged. "Looks a lot like mine, just at another time. And with way less band members. And brothers." 


"Heh, yeah. Looking back, Miles was around a lot more than | remember him being. Like, in New Jersey, 1982, 
when we were hanging around in some club together? | don't remember him being there. Maybe it's just the 


age, and the liquor, and every other awful thing | took in those days, but he's just a gap in my memory." 


"Maybe it's intentional." 


Stewart chortled. "What makes you say that?" 

"You always sound a little pissed when he comes in" 

"Ah, right. It slipped my mind that you'd watched the tapes. Perhaps it was just the crampedness, of being so 
close all the damn time. | love Miles with all my heart, but I've never shook off the thought that if he got hit 
by a bus, | wouldn't cry all that hard” 

"No?" 

"Who am | kidding, | would But only long enough to get that sweet, sweet inheritance." 

"There ya go" Smiling, Taylor took one last drink from his glass of sparkling water. He glanced around, from 
Stewart to the notebook under his arm to the clock on the wall. "| suppose | should be out of your hair now." 
"Leaving so soon?" 


"I've been here for six hours!" 


"I know, | know, just messing with you." Stewart rose, and Taylor mirrored him. "Are you booked tomorrow? I've 


still got a couple of boxes left" 


Taylor thought for a moment. "Day after tomorrow? l'm actually doing something tomorrow, shocker.” 


"Suits me." Stewart leaned in and gave Taylor a one-sided hug. "Thanks again, y'know." 


Taylor resisted the urge to lean his head on the man's shoulder. "Ah, you've thanked me enough, man," he said 


with a wave of his hand. 


"| do mean it. It's nice to have friends at this age, especially ones so close by. 


"lm utterly flattered." 


"And you sound utterly burnt out. C'mon, get out of here," said Stewart cheekily. 


"Right, I'm going!" Taylor grabbed his keys from the edge of the table and moved to the door. "Tuesday, then?" 


"Yep." 


Stewart gave a smile that, were Taylor a weaker man, would have melted him on the spot. His constitution 
remained strong enough for him to smile back and get to his car, at which point he let out a dejected sigh 


that reeked of yearning for the feeling of touch. 


Once the car pulled out from his drive, Stewart, too, released a breath he hadn't realized he was holding in He 
went back for the table and flipped the notebook open to the last page Taylor annotated. "Sting and Stewart talk 
for a while," it read. "mid-july 8l, i think" He smiled at the entry, the slightly shaky letters. 


Sure, they falkea 


